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“Different strokes, for different folks.”




—Sly and the Family Stone















 Introduction










 Scratch the Surface





You never thought it would happen. You knew he wasn’t the one. You were complete opposites. He wasn’t your type and you weren’t his. But it’s the next morning and you’re watching dawn break across the bed, fingers of light sliding slowly across the rumpled sheets. As you break through the surface of sleep, you become aware of the arm snaked around your waist, the chest pressed against your back, his breath rising and falling rhythmically in your ear. Your hips are nestled into his, your legs parted by his thighs. You feel his lips nuzzling your neck even in sleep. Then a rush of heat infuses you as you remember everything that led up to last night.




You weren’t interested in him when you’d been introduced. It was even easier to talk to him because of it. You didn’t feel those pinpricks of attraction when you’d met him and felt free to be yourself, unguarded, open, unself-conscious. Derrick was friendly, unassuming, easy to talk to and easy to walk away from, and you’d done it all evening. He was so different from you, his background, education, his ideals, and goals. He was even bittersweet dark to your milk chocolate. Personally, you’d always preferred brothers with a little more cream in their coffee. That café con leche complexion had always been your thing and some light eyes and curly hair would seal the deal. The truth was you preferred men who looked like you, acted like you, did the things you liked to do, and had the same type of background you had.




Derrick was a coal black, bald brother who still lived in the Bronx neighborhood he was born and grew up in. “Not far from my moms in case she needs anything,” he’d said with a smile and a shrug. But not only that, as you’d walked around the gallery looking at the sculptures from all over the world he mentioned that he’d never been out of the country. “Why get in a plane for eight hours when I can jump in a car and drive all over America in the same time.” He’d shook his head in amazement at the very thought. You’d laughed to yourself. You were already thousands of miles from the island of your birthplace and so was a wanderer by nature. You couldn’t comprehend still living in the neighborhood you grew up in and couldn’t fathom not ever traveling outside the country, exploring other continents, cultures, and peoples. You couldn’t imagine not having met other French, Italian, German, Dutch, and British blacks, seeing how they lived and referencing yourself against them. When he’d said something about driving a bus for the MTA for the last ten years you tuned him out completely and let your eyes crawl over the crowd, already walking away from him in your mind. But he excused himself first, saying you looked preoccupied. Relieved, you watched him walk away, liking the easy strut in his glide, the way his hips and ass moved under his jeans. When he turned and smiled, his teeth white against his deep black skin, you smiled back before you could stop yourself.




Derrick was easygoing, casual. You usually went for intense, have-to-change-the-status-quo radicals, somehow juggling a corporate career and a side gig as a writer, playwright, or producer. You liked brothers who were on the go, who questioned everything, who had too much drive and determination to sit and drive a bus for ten years. You liked brothers who were going places—and not as a bus driver—who were gonna change the world, light it up like a rocket blazing into the sky. You liked brothers more like you. An overachiever since kindergarten, you rocketed through school so fast you were in college at 15. In your first corporate job at 19, executive assistant to the V.P. at 22, head of the department at 25, and president of your own division at 30. Now at 35 you had everything you’d worked so hard for: a nice brownstone in Harlem’s Sugar Hill, a closetful of designer clothes, six weeks’ paid vacation to visit your friends in Europe or to chill in the West Indies, piles of invitations every week, and a fat IRA and enough stocks and bonds to feel secure in an insecure market. You had everything you could ever want, but somehow you weren’t happy. Before you can wonder why, Derrick is back at your elbow with a big smile and a glass of red wine. Taking it, you wonder what he’s doing here. Couldn’t possibly be his scene, could it? Shouldn’t he be watching a fight at his mom’s house with his other bus-driving buddies drinking beers and eating KFC?




You’re a snob, so you surprise yourself when you accept his offer for a lift home. The opening was over, all the hors d’oeuvres gone and the crowd thinning in search of other pursuits that might involve free wine. Most guys you dated didn’t own cars. They lived centrally or were away on business trips too often to deal with one. I guess driving a bus has its perks, you think bitchily. When you say yes, Derrick takes your glass and puts it on a table, then he settles you into your coat. Picking up your briefcase, he takes your arm and leads you through the crowd and out the door.




You talk all the way to Harlem as he expertly maneuvers the SUV through Friday night traffic. His patience as other drivers cut him off amazes you. You also couldn’t believe he knew who Machiavelli was, but when you’d been talking about corporate politics you quoted him and he’d nodded and smiled.




“So you read The Prince. It’s my favorite book, next to The Art of War. I don’t know which I like more. That’s what kept me out of corporate America. If the business world was anything like the court Machiavelli described with all its backstabbing and machinations—”




 Did he just say machinations? you wonder.




“—then I was gonna stay out of it,” he finished. “So I drive a bus. I’m good at it. I’m a simple man with simple needs. I make good money. I have job security. I own my own car and my own place. I work a shift and I’m done. It doesn’t stress me and I don’t take my work home with me. I’ve got plenty of time to do what I like, seeing my moms, and taking road trips with my buddies. I’m happy.”




He was full of surprises, you thought, but at the end of the day he was still a bus driver and not really interested in being anything else. Meanwhile, for you, the sky was always the limit.




After he watched you let yourself in he drove off honking once in good-bye. He hadn’t asked to come in or tried to kiss you, hadn’t even asked for your number. You watched him smile one last time before driving away. When he was gone you stood there strangely missing him, amazed at what you could find when you scratched the surface.
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You’re not sure why but two weeks later you get Derrick’s number out of the phone book. When he chuckles his pleasure down the phone line at hearing your voice, you like that you can hear a growl underneath it. When you invite him to dinner he accepts but only if he can pick the place. Then you end up gabbing with him for hours. You were surprised how well you got along. It didn’t matter that you were so different; you had many things in common. You both shared a penchant for junk food, bad sci-fi, and Marvel comics. He was the youngest of four children and so were you. When you hung up the phone you had a smile on your face. It was still there when you woke the next morning.




When he picked you up two days later you still had no idea where you were going, but you were glad to see him. He belted you in and headed for the West Side Highway, heading downtown. He slipped in a CD and slid down the window as you leaned back in your seat breathing in the salty, early spring air. As D’Angelo crooned softly, Lemme tell you bought the girl, maybe I shouldn’t, met her in Philly and her name was Brown Sugar… you realized you’d missed him: his steadfastness, forthrightness, and his easygoing attitude. You liked his calm way of taking control of situations. How he’d patiently let you talk that first night you’d met, how attentively he listened, not trying to rush in to finish your sentences for you, or discreetly checking out the crowd for someone to network with.




Respecting the music, neither of you speak a word the entire drive, sinking instead into a comfortable silence. Thirty minutes later when he pulls into the South Street Seaport, you look over at the inky water twinkling under the city lights and this time it’s your turn to smile. You think back to the first night in the gallery you’d told him how much you liked eating on the balcony of the ship permanently docked there. How you used to love walking around the seaport in the summertime with your friends, shopping and eating seafood, killing time watching the sunset. How you hadn’t been there in years as busy as you were and how hard it was to get there without a car.




Two weeks after that, when Derrick drops you home, this time from dancing all night at Sticky Mike’s in Chelsea, you ask him to park and come up. It’s early enough for a faint rosy light to start to brighten the eastern sky. You’d both danced till you were drenched in sweat and funky. The packed first floor of the club had pressed you up tight against each other until you’d thought the deep red of your shirt would bleed onto his white one. The sweat and humidity had frizzed your hair into a halo of kinky curls and you hadn’t cared. You both danced like there was no tomorrow, like it was the end of the world. When you stumbled out the door at 4A.M . Sunday morning drenched in sweat, the cold air making you shiver as you walk to his car, he wrapped his big dark arms around you and matched his stride to yours.




“Not bad for a bus driver,” you cracked. “All that sitting must build up your energy for dancing.”




He shot back, “And you sure can get down for an uptight corporate sister. I’d never have guessed it, getting all hot and funky, You surprise me, girl. I like it.”




And he’d surprised you, too, being more than what you’d thought but always just what you needed.




As you stand in your living room drying off with a towel, the shower steaming up the bathroom, you watch Derrick slowly stripping off his rugby jersey to his wifebeater undershirt. He has nice shoulders and a great back and his oversized shirt had been hiding big strong arms and a really nice ass in jeans barely held up by a thick leather belt. He was honey-dipped, his skin a smooth dark chocolate. His nicely shaped bald head perfectly suits his strong nose, round dark eyes, and full lips. He’s good-looking, if you look hard enough. Normally you go for drop-dead gorgeous, but the more clothes Derrick took off, the more he became your type.




Naked, his legs are thick and strong; he has big feet and slightly splayed toes. His legs are sweetly bowed. His chest is wide and curly dark hairs barely discernible against his skin taper down to his stomach and then disappear into his groin. He takes your towel and drops it to the floor, then he pulls you toward him and slips his fingers under your shirt, pulling it slowly over your head. Beads of sweat still glisten on your skin. He licks a trail moist and hot down from your neck to your navel, stopping at the waistband of your skirt. He hooks his fingers into the elastic and slips it down and eases you out of the drenched jersey fabric. Your panties are next and you step out of them. He then stands and looks at you, his hands shaping your shoulders, then your arms and your hips. His skin blue-black in the candlelight appears like velvet. He turns you around, then fits himself against you. Snuggled in tightly he wraps his arms around you and licks another salty trail from the tip of your shoulder up across your neck. He breathes his moist breath against your ear, his teeth nibble chocolate kisses on your lobe. When he hears you moan he picks you up and takes you into the bathroom, shutting the door behind you.




 More Courageous Contrasts





Forget everything you think you know about attraction. Forget about your type, about what you are looking for, or what you think you want or don’t want. The rules are changing. These days the definition of a “type” are expanding and growing as our world becomes smaller and more global. It’s time to forget what you think you know about types of people and character based on looks, status, socioeconomics, religion, color, class, education, and background. These days that’s all changed. We no longer wear ourselves on our sleeves. Character is as deeply imbedded in our psyche as our culture, our origins, and our backgrounds. There are as many different types of black people as there are shades among us. It’s taken White America decades to figure this out, and many are still unconvinced. Now blacks are coming to the same realization about each other.




Our clothes don’t make us who we are; neither do our jobs, our family history, our friends, our salary, our neighborhood, our color, or our class. The only thing that makes us who we are is who we are. And you’ll never get that from someone in an instant or even a day. It takes a while to get to know the person behind the facade, the man behind the image, or the woman behind the trappings. There really is no such thing as a type. We are as complex as the world we are raised in among the many different types of people who made us who we are. So to think you have a type and are attracted only to that type is not only shortsighted, it’s also self-defeating.




Every day there is a new type of black man or woman maturing and coming into their own, who is completely different from what you think you know and like. And although this new guy looks just like the old guy, get ready, he is absolutely nothing like him and you should be glad. Our world is bigger than where we live, the town, city, country, or the part of the world we live in. If we learn to be accepting and to not discriminate, to choose rather than to merely accept what we are used to, then all the different types of black people around us can be remarkable and fascinating. At best eye-opening, astounding, life changing, at least simply extraordinary. We will then no longer be bound by old rules that don’t work, but we will not have lost the flavor of our taste. It’s time to move forward, away from the tried and not always true, from childhood familiarities toward more courageous contrasts.




 Different Strokes for Different Folks





 Brown Sugar 3 explores what happens when opposites attract, because being involved with our opposite allows us to see ourselves more clearly than when we are with someone with whom we share many similarities. It also allows us to see different aspects of ourselves and our world through their eyes.




The relationships I’ve found alternately most satisfying and most frustrating are the ones where we’ve been complete opposites: socioeconomically, philosophically, physically, mentally, in our background or our families. That’s when I really had to make the effort to understand that person, and for them to understand me. Subsequently I was able to experience things I might not have: other types of music, literature, cultures, backgrounds, points of view.




As I become more involved with men who are very different from me, I find that it is our differences that make our interactions stimulating and interesting. That variety is truly the spice of life. To a southerner, my northern sensibilities were as fascinating to them as their southern traits were to me. How an American finds my West Indian characteristics alternately intriguing and confounding. Or how an African’s mannerisms illuminate parts of my own African background though we come from completely different cultures. Who we are goes farther back than our color, shade, nationality, background, beliefs, income, friends, or our circumstances. Just because someone is different from you or from anyone else you know doesn’t mean that you don’t have many things in common.




The stories in Brown Sugar 3 celebrate many different strokes, for many different folks. Here you’ll find stories of opposites attracting with passionate results. Black, white, Asian, Latin American, African, and African American. The lawyer is drawn to the gangster, the old to the young, the mother to the convict, the rich to the poor, the ethereal to the corporeal, the gay to the straight, the professor to the student, the saint to the sinner, and the intellectual to the street smart. These stories are told by best-selling authors and award-winning literary writers and performance poets whom you already know and love, writing outside of their genre but in their own particular style about characters you’ll recognize in places you’ll know: Patricia Elam, Denene Millner and Nick Chiles, Trisha R. Thomas, Michael Datcher, Lolita Files, Karen E. Quinones Miller, Lori Bryant-Woolridge, Wanda Coleman, E. Ethelbert Miller, Leone Ross, Tracy Price-Thompson, Michael A. Gonzales, Lisa Teasley, Preston L. Allen, Sharrif Simmons, John Keene, Raquel Cepeda, and Miles Marshall Lewis. What their stories give you are different glimpses into the many different worlds that make up Black America, and each truly represents what makes us tick sexually and emotionally.




 The Choices Are Endless





These days I know there’s no one type of person who is right for me. I may have preferences, likes and dislikes, that certain something that just drops my drawers. For me it was arty intellectuals; we all have our cross to bear. But I now embrace the many different types of men out there, the gorgeous go-getters, the bookish academics, the B-Boys, the sporty guys, the shy introverts, and the outspoken activists. The movers and the shakers and the solitary writers, changing the world one page at a time.




I’m finding that these men can teach me about their world and show me different parts of my world through their eyes. They allow me to appreciate how different we all are from each other and help me to learn about myself through those differences. The choices are endless for exploration of yourself and your world and the people in it. In Brown Sugar 3 you will find characters pulled in many different directions toward people they never dreamt they’d be attracted to, with passionate and surprising results. Their stories celebrate brothers and sisters in every size, color, shade, tone, and hue, and they take place all over America and the world. In the gritty city streets and the rural towns of Middle America; in the academic enclaves of the Midwest and the L.A. party scene; in the hip New York spots and the downtown Brooklyn hangouts; on the East Coast and the West, the North to the dirty South, uptown and downtown.




 It’s Time to Come Correct





Writing about sex has always been an honorable tradition. Many of our best authors have explored the depths of passion and pathos in their writing: James Baldwin, Toni Morrison, Langston Hughes, Ntozake Shange, John A. Williams, Audre Lord, Chester Himes, Alice Walker, Gloria Naylor, Frank Lamont Phillips, Barbara Chase-Riboud, Opal Palmer Adisa, E. Ethelbert Miller, among them.




The stories you are about to read set the stage for seduction with a distinctly new flavor and they are as insightful as they are sexy. Let Wanda Coleman’s poetic prose transport you behind prison walls into a strange and tender relationship in “Harold and Popcorn.” Preston L. Allen is back with his gritty and sexy “Who I Choose to Love.” If you liked his stories in Brown Sugar and Brown Sugar 2, then you’re going to love Nadine and Johnny’s continuing drama. This time, though, you’ll start at the very beginning. Then let husband-and-wife writing team Denene Millner and Nick Chiles take you underground in “Play It Again.” Their story of seduction is played out in alternating male and female perspectives when an upwardly mobile sister finds herself under the spell of a subway musician whose musical prowess transports her to a place outside of social class. Then follow performance poet Sharrif Simmons’s sexy urban romance as his characters, one a lawyer the other lawless, get caught up in “Love and the Game.” If you’re looking for a Hollywood ending, you won’t find it there. In Lori Bryant-Woolridge’s otherworldly “Close Encounters,” a single mom takes a break from her day-to-day and winds up in a place where nothing is what it seems. In Leone Ross’s ethereal “The Contract,” we feel the pull between a young man yearning to lose his “virginity” and the “older” woman who grants him his wish; but get ready, this story has a twist. In Trisha R. Thomas’s sad and deeply affecting “So Much to Learn,” a woman reflects back to her first love, her college professor twenty years her senior, and how it changed her life. Michael Datcher’s “Happiest Butterfly in the World” will surprise you. It is a wild ride that ends with a bang as a petite and outwardly proper librarian is drawn to a huge, streetwise young buck barely out of high school. In Lisa Teasley’s sexy and sorrowful “Center for Affections,” her heroine, a former model du jour put out to pasture once her “African” look passes out of favor, must reassess herself and her sexuality, slowly finding the lost pieces of herself along the way. Miles Marshall Lewis’s “Diva Moves” is a quietly sexy morality tale that cautions us to be ourselves, because there is someone out there who will love us exactly the way we are if we’d let them. Raquel Cepeda’s spiritual fairy tale “God Bodies and Nag Champa” teaches us that we can have a second chance at first love. Patricia Elam’s unflinching “Scenes from a Marriage” will make you think twice about the bonds of marriage, sacrifice, and fidelity when a new husband, who’s given up his bisexual life to start a family, starts to regret his decision. You’re gonna laugh when you read Karen E. Quinones Miller’s funny and insightful “Auld Lang Syne,” which perfectly illustrates how karma is a boomerang. If you like to watch, then go straight to John Keene’s hot and surprising story “Sums,” as two wildly different men find themselves pulled into the same fantasy. Then make sure you’re sitting when you read Lolita Files’s shockingly raunchy “Standing Room Only,” where an ordinary night in L.A. takes on a whole new meaning when a sister gets more than she bargained for but exactly what she needed. All you big, bold, and beautiful honeys are finally gonna exhale after reading Michael A. Gonzales’s “Crazy Love,” wherein a rail-thin brother “finds solace in the exhilarating arms of full-figured strangers.” “The African in the American” is Tracy Price-Thompson’s perceptive and illuminating story about a young warrior fresh from the shores of Africa who almost gives up trying to find the African in the Americans he comes across, until he finds a woman who embodies the finest qualities of both. Last but certainly not least, journey with poet and writer E. Ethelbert Miller in his introspective and deeply affecting story “Korea,” where a man is pulled to a Korean woman and back to a place he though he’d left forever.




You won’t close this book unaffected. These stories go beyond erotica, beyond sex, to a place you will find more familiar than not, no matter how far from your own experiences they may be. These are the things that make us who we are in Black America. These are the real souls of black folks and they will take you there in many more ways than one.




So come with me now, ’cause it’s time again to come correct.
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 WANDA COLEMAN




Harold and Popcorn









 O n The Yard the muted pops come in clusters, the smell of hot butter fills the hillside air. We cling-and-clutch beneath the heavy yellow tarp, a block’s length from the gun tower. Against that true-blue heaven above us, armed guards in olive drab uniforms leisurely pace the deck. Outside the tarp, other lovers are lined up, eavesdrop on our pleasure, await their chance to lock lips and legs….
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Open my eyes and his wavy bushy head is roiling ’tween my thighs. Raise my head a bit, and I can see the heavily muscled arc of his deeply dark shoulders and back cutting a dark horizon against the unfamiliar white bedroom walls. We rock together, cradled in our need. We are in somebody else’s house, the huge coils of their box-spring mattresses squeaking counterpoint to the gyrations of my hips.




I had stood before him, bold as lust. “You wanna fuck?”




I said it straight out, like I was askin’ if he wanted a smoke.




His head snapped back ever so slightly, but his eyes glinted and those thick-thick kissables parted, and those perfect white ivories expanded in amusement.




“You don’t play, do you?”




“Who has time for play?” I made my voice throaty.




His right hand troubled his lips, in pleasantly shocked consideration, while his other hand teased his waist girlishly, as if to ask, “Who’s got the cock?”




But he said, “You’re bodacious,” eyes traveling my face to my breasts and back.




The word was just coming into vogue out here, but I had heard it recently and therefore understood. “Does that unnerve you?”




“Like—not quite. It might, under other circumstances.”




Meaning that he was the prisoner and I was at liberty. Meaning, under the terms of his incarceration, I had the advantage. Meaning that since he had not had a woman in yea months, he was sick to his socks of blue balls and masturbation. Meaning he was about to take this opportunity afforded by state-issued furlough.




“What do I call you?” His eyes danced mine. Somebody in the neighborhood was cooking “Oh Mary Don’t You Weep” on the stereo and it was heating up the living room. The other inmates were pairing off, making their selection from those women who were available members of the Criminal Justice Arts & Culture League, as the remaining members, male and female, crept around back to the kitchen table, to chat over dominoes and bid whisk, to smoke and drink.




This was not about whoring; it was about otherness. It was about entrapment at birth. It was about understanding that our society isolates and perverts what it does not understand. It was about salvage if not saving. It was about him and me—my knowing who he is without illusions, and his delight in discovering me.




Without looking, we could sense the tension between bodies drawn together in the rhythm as if magnetized by loneliness. The room vibrated with the soft undertone of voices drunk on anticipation.




I held up the joint of Panama Red. He looked at it.




“Sweet Meat, I don’t think I’m going to require any outside stimulation.”




Magically, it floated from my fingertips, clasped with a smile and a stranger’s hoarsely whispered “Thank you.” Harold’s eyes never released mine. Shyly, his right hand stroked my forehead, lightly, skipping back to primp my ’fro.




“Feels soft. Like cotton candy.”




I will come to know the cool touch of those umber hands against my flesh as well as the cool voids of his black eyes and ripples of hair.




“It’s the Injun in me,” he explains. “On my father’s side. You look a little tribal yourself.”




It’s my skin, he means, and he runs his hands along my thighs, which will soon become part of our ritual, noting the Sioux redness beneath my Ashanti brown, as if I’d been spanked all over. He licks his tongue out, leaving a wet trail in the swath of his eyes.




“Sweet Meat, you taste like my mama’s pecan pie.”




“And you…you taste like my daddy’s blues.”




When our lips meet, tributaries merge into a great nameless river, flooding through us and washing away all distance and difference. We reach into and through one another in that familiar yet alien space of ultimate knowing. There is a rush from my ears to my groin, followed by an indescribable series of jolts, and exquisite sweetness. Upon parting, we share glazed stares, awash in mutual dizziness as our hearts throb as one.




Radar tells me what my eyes will eventually confirm. Harold is hugely hung, circumcised, as thick around as my wrist, soft on the outside, granite at the core, with a swing to the right when erect, from years of too-tight jockeys made to constrain something smaller.




“Uh-huh,” he says; a forefinger rims the black bra peeking from under my puff-sleeve sweater. “B-cup. Just enough to fill a hungry man’s mouth. Nuthin’ hangin’.” His other hand hugs me from below, pushes me close. “Loose booty! Ohmymy!”




He’s taller and buffer than what I’m used to, and it feels so good to be lost in his arms. We’re joined at the crotch, swaying. Someone has hit the lights as afternoon segues into evening. Someone’s located the nearest radio and the room is bathed in the soul sounds of our teens. We bump and grind in that perfect, unstudied choreography of an untrammeled Africa working its way through the American.




As we take a swift turn, we notice a couple tripping over one another, as they make for a doorway against the western corner of the room. She giggles, his arms clamped around her waist. I look up and see his eyes are on them. He looks down and into me.




“We’re next.”




“Groovy.”




“Do they still say that?”




“No. But it fits.”




“Yeah. Cuz you sure fit my groove, Sweet Meat.”




And we’re off whirling somewhere Up There, spinners against the chaos. He is every dreamlover I’ve ever swooned for in the still of my empty nights. I imagine myself, sitting alone, savoring these very moments, squeezing the emotion from them and into love letters. Listening to The Delphonics sweetly croon as I scrawl his name in my journal over and over again preceded by a Mrs. For this, I am courting a felony.




The particulars go something like this: I’m a volunteer worker in the prison movement. I am divorced, have two children, a car, a full-time secretarial job, no men friends, and am a wanna-be singer. That last item brings me here—presenting my repertoire on program at penal institutions up and down the state. Keeping the spirit of our brothers alive, they call it. Those big beautiful brothers, many of whom are unjustly criminalized for surviving by those any-means-necessary. Harold’s an armed robber, doing indeterminate time because of catching several “beefs” while serving his sentence, a beef being a crime or violation committed during incarceration. One of those beefs concerns the murder of the woman who testified against him on the robbery charge. He is suspected, but there is no evidence to connect him with her death. He has less than eighteen months left. His mother and sister cover him as much as they are able without complications involving the law. His father went out for beer and cigarettes when he was nine months old and never returned. Trouble began in high school, with poor grades, bad boys, and nothing to do on weekends. He has children that he claims, and likewise, the ambition to become a singer on the outside, having the looks if unable to carry a note.




Sometimes I give him voice lessons.




We play games of chess and checkers on The Yard. I buy him cherry snow-cone drinks from the visitor’s canteen, chewing gum, and packs of Kool filter longs to take inside later. He’ll use them for trade. We talk about music, entertainment, politics, and what’s going on in the community. We talk about the length of his sentence and the eventuality of parole. Otherwise, we never discuss the future.




One day he will knock on my front door. I will open it and invite him in. It will be curious but not awkward. We will eye one another coolly. We will mutually agree to part as friends. He will go his way; I will go mine.




These are the facts of our lives, but they have nothing to do with our moment.




Kissing is what we do. I am hooked on his thick shapely lips. Take their texture and flavor with me after each visit. Live from one visit to the next by carefully unrolling the details from my mind: his hands—huge and spatulate with nails three times mine. His waist is thick yet narrow in proportion to his tight, full hips. His broad chest sprouts hairs “like a white man,” a characteristic he doesn’t like but lives with, preferring the smooth hairlessness of most bruthas. His pharaoh’s nose—identical to King Tut’s—his thick sideburns betraying a touch of the Irish for all the charcoal of his skin’s tone. Like me, he is soft-bodied but strong.




[image: space.jpg]






 There’s a magic in his mouth and he moves his tongue in a studied dart and flicker before scorching mine, overwhelms me in his embrace as I willingly drown. We spend a few minutes talking, eating the lunch I’ve prepared, the rest of our hour or two kissing until my lips blister. Then, alone, I drive the hundreds of miles home to live for that next visit—as if my life is otherwise suspended.
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We spend hours talking person-to-person, three to four times a week. We talk like teenagers in the throes of first love. I don’t know how he manages to call me so often. I don’t understand the workings of the scam, even after he carefully explains during one visit. I content myself with curling up on the couch, ear pressed to the receiver, listening as he woos me over the wires. I don’t dare daydream about this when going about my daily doings, shopping, having the car serviced, going to and from work. I try to block out all thoughts of Harold lest my love come down on me. I do not know that what we are having is called phone sex; I simply enjoy having it. But that doesn’t stop our longing for physical contact.




We look enough alike to be sister and brother, and so he arranges for me to obtain the fake identification I will need for our conjugal visit. We will arrive in separate cars. His mother will come with me, part of that first day spent staring out the window on the opposite side of the quarters divided into a bathroom, faux kitchenette, living room, and a bedroom. Mom will sleep sitting up in the chair, he and I in that strange twin bed that strains under our weight.




“What’s the matter?”




“I don’t know. It’s funny, I guess. Just the thought of you being my sister. Even though it’s pretend, it turns me off.”




I laugh. “Maybe. Plus your mother’s in the next room.”




“I guess that’s it, too.”




I follow his eyes as they trace the patterns on the dark beige wallpaper—Spanish stripes and curls.




“Here we are, playing this kind of game. It’s so weird. Like I’ve gotten used to being caged like an animal—in a cell. Like I belong there ’steada here. It’s scary.”




“Maybe you should go along with it instead of fighting it.”




“What do you mean?”




“Remember the first time we were together?”




“Yeah.” He smiles, closes his eyes.




“Go back there. We’re in that house there—that room.”




“On those monster coils. I can still feel them diggin’ in my back.”




“That’s it…”




The earth feels like it did when I was a child, the room reminiscent of my great-aunt’s. It smells much-lived-in, of old radiator steam and chamomile tea. There’s the dresser, the chest of drawers, the night tables. It’s rose-colored in the early evening light, deepened by the rose-patterned paper on the wall. We pull back the quilt and laugh at the leavings of the previous couple—two saucer-sized splotches.




“Seems they did themselves proper.” He laughs.




I snatch a case from one of the downy pillows and cover their tracks. As I start to turn he pushes me forward, throws up my skirt, looks.




“God—there’s enough here for two women!”




My bikini skivvies conceal nothing. He pulls them away, stands to doff his shirt, unfasten his belt, as I scramble out of my dress and bra.




“Emmm, ummm.”




Talk about God? There’s that instant in which all men seem either demonic or godlike, that stance taken just before penetration—in which he looms and in which a woman resists in pain or surrenders in pleasure.
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 I can hear the poppoppop of it bursting. There’s always music. This time someone’s snappin’ their fingers to James Brown. I can hear the distant mutter of fifty conversations—men visiting with wives and girlfriends, a few with other relatives. Beneath the yellow tarp the slag gray of the wall nearby can be seen, and two dozen pairs of sneakers, workshoes, sandals, and pumps. I can feel each thrust and turn, up inside me, my nipples against his chest, and he begins to rock steady, moaning softly with the sway, moaning as that surge shoots from the base of his spine…as I feel my uncontrollable muscular clasp and release…as we vibrate through one another….
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The ritual starts the night before. I put on potatoes and eggs to boil for the salad. I cut and fry a chicken until it’s crisp. Or I make thick-layered roast beef sandwiches. Or I smother a ham in pineapple. I bake a pie, cookies, or cake—depending on what I brought last time. If it’s a cake, I cut out a section of the lower level, and conceal a lid of marijuana inside before applying the icing and the second layer. If it’s a pie, I seal the lid in tinfoil and bake it in under the top crust. I know I will be punished if I’m caught. But he has asked this of me, and I am willing. The ritual ends with a bath. I know he’s going to shower and shave. So that morning, before seeing the kids off to the sitter’s, I take a long luxurious soak in the tub, lots of lilac bubble bath. Then I lotion down and select my outfit for the day.




Snapshot: Harold posing for me, hands to hips, teeth blazing, huge wavy Afro crown. Snapshot: Me and Harold cheek-to-cheek at the picnic table with his inmate-partners Lonnie and Ray-Ray, and their ladies. Snapshot: Me posing in Harold’s embrace. I’m wearing a red minidress that reveals my long, thick thighs. He’s bulging out of his royal blue tank top and deep-cuffed denims.




When they move Harold upstate, the ritual becomes more adventuresome. It means paying more in sitter and motel fees for the privilege of seeing him. It means timing my travel so that I drive all night. It means sleeping in the car on the prison parking lot until they open the gate. It means turning around and heading back home after the visit, driving hours without sleep, so I can get home in time to go to work on Monday morning. It means sacrificing food and phone money. It’s the price I pay to be near him, to prove my devotion.




If there is a theme to this, it is kiss and tongue or tongue and kiss.




Often, when they have simultaneous visits, the inmates and their ladies gather around the same table, flirting outrageously with one another. The men will ask their women to stick out their tongues—to see who has the best, and laughter ensues. Well—her tongue may come to a point, all the better to flick with, or her tongue may have greater texture, all the better to lick with, or her tongue may have a slight tip that makes it advantageous for certain operations.




All I need to come is Harold’s tongue scorching my mouth. The way he touches my chin and commands me…the way his eyes roll away when enthralled…the way he moans from his groin before the thunder. And sometimes, when it’s too intensely good, he trembles all over. The way he trembles now, against me, in this eternity.




“Shit, Sweet Meat—Godammm! That was good!”




“Harold, you’re trembling.”




“I can’t help it. That happens to me sometimes. I feel it that deep, I guess.”




“Hmmm.”




“Like that?”




“Like that.”




The prison sprawls eastward, across the valley like an animal of stone. I almost expect it to rise, and rear like a stallion, the men and women inside it thrown helter-skelter. It is a maximum security facility, and unlike the one down south, we meet inside a visitors’ room, with redwood walls, windows, and huge picnic tables. There is a courtyard for those who want to enjoy the sun and fresh air, and a popcorn booth set up to provide punch and free, fresh, hot, buttered popcorn to the inmates and their families. Children are allowed, and many recently jailed fathers see newborns for the first time.




“Gosh, I wish I didn’t do this. I’m glad the guys can’t see me.”




“They’d think…?”




“I was a sissy.”






 Dear Sweet Meat,




 I think of us together all the time—just you and me. I imagine all the good things we will make life be. There will be no stopping us. We were meant to be together, without a doubt. The delicious smell of you stays with me hours and hours. I can’t get enough of you. The stars in the sky, the birds in the trees, they all spell you. My self-esteem was pretty low until you came along. Now it soars. And with you at my side, I know there is nothing that I can’t accomplish. Make a special place for my letters. Keep them near you always. We’re one now, after that special day. There’s no lookin’ back. Other lovers are out of luck. We’re more married than married. You know what I mean.




 Forever,




 Harold







One day, I’m coming through the gate all done up in pink. They check my identification as usual, followed by a light frisk, a check of shoes, purse, and hat. All the while the sergeant is smiling. He knows me well by now. He knows who I am going to see. They carefully and deliberately unpack my picnic basket, make note of the potato salad rimmed with deviled eggs and tomato slices, the ham, reeking of cloves, honey, and mustard, and the peach cobbler, in disposable tin pan, still retaining its ovenly warmth. The sergeant catches my eye as he produces a fresh pencil from his pocket. And I watch as he leans over and pokes it through the center of the cobbler.




I do not blink.




He smiles at me. I smile back.
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 Huge kernels float past us in the air like Goodyear blimps, crusted with salt and butter, flashing hot like moons orbiting suns. I am in a delirium of pleasure, hold him tightly to me as his erection subsides, as the tremors take hold.




 “Hey, Blood—hurry up. Before they get wise to the hookup.”




 Gradually, normal perspective takes hold, and we turn around to see we’ve knocked over one of the baskets and our clothes are covered with hot buttered popcorn, a few kernels sticking to our hair. We knock them free, and at the “all’s clear,” leap from under the tarp and another couple leaps under it. I hear her giggle as the tarp is dropped.
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“We have no future, Sweet Meat. You know that, don’t you?”




“Yes, Harold.”




“But you’re willing to do this anyway?”




“Yes.”




“You’re something else…something else…”




I quiet him with my tongue. It is coral and shaped like an elongated u . I press him back against the sheets and pillowcase. I knead his chest. He moans at the promise. I fulfill it, as I glide, my groin against his. He springs erect, and I rise up to lower myself, gyrating slightly with the move. He bucks to meet me. We spin together, both of us now imprisoned in the passion that has become bond, in this finite universe, this borrowed room, this borrowed bed.




In his love’s waning, Harold trembles beside me, here, which is our forever. My head rests above his armpit, against his right biceps, one arm across his chest, and I feel each tremor ride through him. We are silent. Beyond the door we hear the undertones of rhythm and blues shot through with laughter. His fingers tap out the bass guitar line against my upper arm. No one can touch us in this afterward. This is our now. We are immortals. We are free.















 PRESTON L. ALLEN




Who I Choose to Love









 He was the handsomest man I had ever seen, like he could be on TV or something. Brother had skin the color of bread just out the oven, and sparkling eyes something lighter than brown, kinda like brown with gray in it. And them long lashes. Them heart-shaped lips. That smile that dimpled on one side. And so old to be a virgin.




I was sixteen and had lost my cherry like three, four years ago already, and he was about twenty when he knocked on my door. I open up without asking who it is, because I’m skipping school and expecting company. But it’s not who I’m expecting. It’s this pretty boy in a white shirt and tie, with one of them old school high-top fades, a Bible, and a lawnmower.




He says all proper, “I see that your grass is overgrown. I shall gladly cut it for you, free of charge, if you will allow us to come back tonight and have Bible study with you.”




I’m checking out the body on this movie star standing in front of me. Tall, like six-one. Wide shoulders. Big chest. Narrow waist, narrow like on football players, who got big thighs but lean waists, so their pants got to be big enough to fit their thighs, but always end up bagging out around the waist. His pants fit like that. Bagged out. Loose. But there’s still the outline of a large package swinging between them thighs. I’m like touching my lip with a finger and thinking, little Miss Nadine don’t do church boys, but this one’s got my attention for real. So I’m like, “Sorry, Jethro, but my daddy dog cuts our grass.”




He looks kinda familiar, but nobody I know looks that good. He twinkles all cute, then gets serious. “Well, this way your father can rest from his labors after a long day at work. May I speak with him, ma’am? Or your mother?”




I say, “Daddy Dog and the moms ain’t home. Plus, they got their own religion, Jethro. They don’t have time to be talking to no Jehovah’s Witness.”




Pretty boy takes offense. “First of all, my name ain’t Jethro. It’s Johnny. You can call me Brother Johnny. Second, we’re not Jehovah’s Witnesses. We’re from the Church of the Rushing Mighty Wind. And third, ain’t you supposed to be in school?”




“I’m home sick.”




“You don’t look sick.”




Jethro’s right, I’m wearing a tube top, hoochie shorts, and leopard skin go-go boots. “All right, Jethro. You caught me. I’m skipping.”




I catch him checking out my body, but he turns it into a lecture. “You should never skip school. Truancy leads to idleness. Idle hands are the devil’s workshop.”




“You right about that, Brother Jethro. I sure am idle.”




“Brother Johnny,” he corrects, pressing that Bible to his chest, looking at me like he wants to help, but I haven’t needed help since I was born. He says, “I could pray with you right now if you’d like.”




I don’t like.




And I don’t like the way he’s looking at me now. Shifting from lust to high horse like that. I know he’s diggin’ what he sees. My body is tight. My tiddies look good in this tube and no bra. But naw, he gotta go and ruin it. This is how the righteous get the upper hand on you. He’s judging me and he don’t even know me.




I peep my gold bangles like I’m in a hurry and they’re a wristwatch. I get all sassy with him. “Man, I ain’t got time for no praying. My boyfriend’s gonna be here in a few minutes to fuck me.”




I say it to shock him. It shocks him. Grown man like him, turning away, shame-faced. Haven’t seen that one in a while. A man with shame. Man or boy. Most of them I know, look you straight in the eye and tell you what they like for you to do to them and how they like for you to do it.




This big Christian boy from that Church of the Rushing Whatevers, he stumbles backward off our landing, grabs on to his lawnmower, looking at me, blinking like the sunlight is too strong. Behind him, I see other men with white shirts, ties, lawnmowers, knocking on doors. Big Christian boy is leaning heavy on his John Deere with its Jesus Loves You stickers and looking at me with a face that has no tattoos, no piercings, no scars. His eyes are talking to me now. His eyes are preaching to me.




For a quick minute, I’m ashamed. I haven’t felt shame in so long. Brother Johnny’s trembling beside his lawnmower, looking like he wants to fall on his knees and pray for all of my sins, and all I feel for him is anger for making me feel shame.




He don’t even know me. He don’t know what I had to do to find love. He just comes here and looks at this house and thinks, middle-class neighborhood. She gots no business acting all wild. Her poor parents must try so hard, and a daughter like this is the thanks they get. Her poor parents must cry for her. Yeah, they cry, and I’m sorry about that. But I cry, too.




He’s looking at me and making me feel ashamed that J.H. is pulling up in his ride real slow, because he sees this big fool standing here. He’s not sure if it’s the cops or somebody Daddy Dog sent to spy on us again, so he’s cruising slow until I give him the signal. Then he pulls into the drive and jumps out the car.




The radio in the Eldorado is still jammin’ “She’s Built, She’s Stacked, All the Curves a Man Likes,” as J.H. pimp-rolls toward Johnny in a magenta and gold sweatsuit, with his platinum medallions swinging outside the zipper and his lean, mean, clean-shaved head bopping. He’s got a joint glowing between his lips, and he’s all five foot five of muscular chest, and arms pumped up bigger than his head, and them skinny chicken legs he’s too lazy to work out. I can see he’s ready to jack-slap the fool with the lawnmower talking to his girl. J.H. is a quick one to jack-slap, no matter how big you think you are. He musta spotted the Bible in Johnny’s hand because when he gets to him, all he says is, “Whuzzup witchu?” and throws his arms open in challenge. “Whuzzup witchu, nigga?”




J.H. is scary, but Johnny stands his ground. Maybe because he’s got a little size on him. Maybe because he thinks Jesus is on his side. “I was just asking her if she wanted me to cut her grass.”




Smoking that weed, J.H.’s too buzzed to notice Church Boy’s not scared of him. If he was a little less buzzed, there’d be serious trouble. J.H. looks down at the lawnmower, and then spits on the ground next to Johnny’s polished church shoes. He squeezes the joint back between his lips and says, “Cut grass? For real?”




“Then we’ll come back later and have Bible study with the family.”




J.H.’s eyes are half-closed, sleepy-looking cool. Don’t let it fool you. He’s jealous as hell. Trying to figure out if I’m doing the preacher boy on the side. “We? A whole group a ya’ll? Her daddy’s a preacher.” He nods at me. “Ain’t your daddy a preacher, Nadine?”




“Used to be.”




“Well, whuzzup wit this?”




“I don’t know. He just knocked and said he wanted to cut our grass. See.” I point across the street. J.H. looks to where I’m pointing. My neighborhood of boring-assed pastel houses and two-car garages has been invaded by these gray-headed men looking like lawnmower salesmen with their ties and dress shirts. “Damn,” he says, a smile breaking across his face.




J.H. don’t smile much, especially not in front of other men. Smiling is a sign of weakness. Smiling is for fools. You smile when you trying to get some pussy, maybe. Or when you finish stealing something. You don’t just be going up to other brothers smiling at them. But J.H. is smiling now at Johnny with all his gold teeth showing, top and bottom, because this whole necktie and lawnmower situation is just so whack.




When J.H. signals for me to get on with it, I lock the door, walk past them, and slide into the Eldorado. J.H. is really cracking up now with his chest shoved out and his hands on his hips as Johnny pushes the lawnmower out the yard. Then Johnny stops and turns real slow like he’s thought about it hard, and he says, “You know she’s too young for this.”




J.H. stops laughing. Johnny’s made him mad now. Daddy Dog has told him the same thing. Warned him he’s gonna sic the cops on him if he don’t leave me alone. As though he’s making me do what I do. I do it because I want to do it. J.H. don’t make me do nothing I don’t want to do. Johnny’s pushing his lawnmower again, and he don’t see J.H. reaching into his waistband where he keeps his gun. He shouts at Johnny, “Preacher Boy!”




When Johnny turns, J.H.’s hand is on the gun butt curving out his waistband. Johnny shoves his hands up in the air like a stickup in the movies and J.H. hasn’t even taken the gun out. All J.H. does is yell at him, “Suck my dick, Preacher Boy!”




Now we’re both laughing at Johnny with his hands in the air. Brother Johnny ain’t so brave now.




J.H. is still laughing hard when he gets back in the Eldorado, because the joke is on all of them, Johnny and Daddy Dog, too. What they don’t know is that J.H. is young, too. He just looks old because life’s been hard, and he’s had to drop out of school, and toughen up like a man to make money and survive. He ain’t but sixteen. My sweet baby. And I’m sixteen, and two months older than him, and the day is ours, and we ride, and soon I’m not even thinking about Johnny-preacher-at-my-door no more and the shame he made me feel for being who I am and loving who I choose to love.




At J.H.’s crib, we make love, make love, make glorious love, in the sauna, then on his heart-shaped waterbed wrapped up in silk sheets. I am filled and happy when it’s over and he is, too. But some of his boys are out there with them other girls, and as we lay on the bed we hear them giggling and squealing and soon his hand is pinching my tiddies again.




I’m like, “Baby, why you trying to frustrate yourself like that?”




“ ’Cause I love you, and I wanna rock your world. If we ain’t have to sneak around like this, I could spend all day with you and fuck you like fo’ or five times. I’m good for fo’ or five.”




“You already rock my world, baby. I love how we make love. There’s nobody make love like you. Three with you is a lot.”




He groans. “Mmm.”




I hug his beautiful bald head to my chest to get his mind off these dangerous numbers. Three, to him, used to be a lot. Now he has to go for four. He’s quiet as I massage him. I pray he’s about to nod off to sleep. My prayers are not answered.




“But that other nigga used to hit it like five times.”




“I wasn’t with him like I am with you.”




“Five times.”




“It ain’t mean shit to me, baby.”




“I shoulda smoked his ass.”




“What you did was enough.”




But it ain’t enough. I should never have told J.H. the part about how many times. Onion Man wasn’t shit compared to J.H. How can I get him to understand that the past is the past? What we are now is all we need to be. What I did back then was just a thing that happened. What me and J.H. have is quality. All he got to do is smile at me to make me drip. “You’re who I love, baby. I choose to be with you.”




His movements are angry against my chest. Pushing away. I should have seen this coming. He rolls over and grabs his gun. Checks to see it’s loaded. Clicks off the safety. I sink into the mattress. Look at the clock. It’s after two. His scary old grandmother, who almost never comes out, is in the room next to ours. I hear the soap opera turned up loud coming through the walls. I hear her coughing. From out in the living room, where his boys and them other girls are at, I hear squeals of pleasure. Now he’s aiming the gun at me. Sighting down the barrel. He loves me. I know he won’t shoot. He loves me. I go to the bedroom door. Don’t even waste time throwing on clothes. Click the door shut behind me. Exhale.




Everybody looks up at me. The lanky, high-yellow boy is on the leather couch eating out some dancer I don’t know while another one is riding his dick. The squeals are coming from the one on his dick. The white girl they call Zilla, because she has Godzilla tiddies. Bouncing up and down on that big dick, moaning and screaming. Them other two of J.H.’s boys are watching the action with forties in one hand and their dicks in the other. They pretend not to notice me all naked because they know how crazy jealous J.H. is, but the action slows down as I grab a seat on a low footstool near the big-screen TV and put my head in my hands.




Then I remember where I know Church Boy from.




The Church of the Rushing Mighty Wind was where Onion Man took us about two years ago for the choir showdown.




Of all the girls in junior high choir, I got to sit up front, not because I was lead alto, but because Onion Man wanted to do something with his right hand while his left hand was driving. Whispering shit again about why didn’t I start bringing my little sister Pam with me to his house. The three of us could have so much fun. Pam would like it, she really would, he said, and my tears fell down my cheeks in the darkness of the van because I couldn’t see how it was not gonna happen to Pam like it happened to me. It was OK for me because I was bad and I deserved it, but Pam was just a child.




I sang real good that night. We all did. Our school got some kind of award for it, or something. Brother Johnny was there that night. We had rented out their church because it had television cameras set up. Him and a few other church folk had stuck around to make sure we didn’t mess up their equipment and stuff. Brother Johnny had looked at me funny that night from the back of the church when we were singing, and he had looked at Onion Man banging away on the piano keys, too. He kept looking at me, then at Onion Man, like he knew what was up, which he couldn’t have because I hadn’t told nobody about it yet, not even J.H. And Lord, why did I tell J.H.?




J.H. is hard because life is hard. My sweet baby. His mama died the day he was born. When he was ’bout ten, he watched as the Left Street Boys smoked his old man. When he tried to stop them, they gave him the scar that runs from his ear to his collarbone. J.H.’s hard because life is hard. Because men like Onion Man exist. Someone has to be hard enough to stand up to them. Someone has to say, this is where it ends. You can’t do this to her no more. Next time I’ll smoke your ass, they’ll find you dead where I done buried other motherfuckers like you, you punk ass, call yourself a teacher onion-headed sonofabitch. Someone has to say she’s my bitch now, someone has to say, I’ll stab you again, leave her alone. After that, Onion Man left the school and never came back. Didn’t even take his briefcase or pick up his last check, I heard. Didn’t leave no forwarding address. Nothing. That was ’bout two years ago. Just after we had sung at Johnny’s church.




J.H. comes out the room so quiet I don’t even hear the door open. “Come back in the room,” he says.




I don’t look up.




He reaches down and pulls me up by the arm, but gentle-like. It’s his way of apologizing. I accept it. Again.




Then I’m on the bed with him, massaging his big arms and barrel chest, his tattoos of a fist with a gun in it. We are going for four in our pleasure palace, with its mirrors on the walls and polished brass furniture and gold. I am massaging his nipples and he is sucking mine. J.H. pushes my hand down and we’re both surprised his dick is up again. We will go for four. If I get home late, I can deal with Daddy D. I’ma let J.H. go for four because he’s the only one in the world who loves me.




I get on top. I suck his bottom lip, I kiss him little kisses on his lips. He reaches under me, I feel him struggling to find the opening, he is not fully hard anymore. I kiss him again to warm him up, but J.H. ain’t nobody’s fool. I can’t even pretend. Nothing pisses him off more than pretending.




“Shit. I need some mo’ stimulation.” He puts his hand on my booty. “Zilla still out there?”




“Yeah.”




“You think she cute?”




“She all right.” Not. She’s got lips like Mick Jagger. A face like Mick Jagger. I hate red hair. “There’s that other girl out there. The dancer. She’s cute.”




He laughs and slaps my butt. “Naw, I wanna see you with Zilla. I wanna see you sucking them monster tiddies. Go get her.”




If there’s anything that pisses J.H. off more than someone who pretends, it’s someone who disagrees with him. I call Zilla, and she comes in with her thin red hair plastered to her head with sweat, her big tiddies hanging down to her navel like balloons. Except for her tiddies, she’s real skinny. You can see her ribs. Her pussy looks all right, though. Nice little shave job, like a heart.




She gets on the bed with us, puts her arms around me from behind, and fondles my tiddies. Zilla kisses the back of my neck. She starts getting into it, moaning against my skin, trying to make the hairs stand up. She wants more. I stretch my neck so we can kiss. She kisses all right. But she smells like cologne. I’m not into Zilla at all.




J.H. gets off the bed and sits on the chair, watching us. He is naked except for his magenta socks. He has his dick in his hand, and it is hard enough that the head is peeking through the foreskin. Zilla lays me on my back and props my head up on a pillow. She whispers: “It’ll be all right. I know what’s up.”
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